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tastic rock formations lend themselves to these

queer conjectures. The}' are certainly wonder-

ful imitations of man's handiwork, thought

Frank, as they passed the peaks that are Egyp-

, (ian in their obelisk and pyramidal formation,

the cathedrals that are grotesque hi stone, the

petrified forests, the giant cactus, whose hollow

center is filled with water, whose arms cast

cross-like shadows, and under and near which
many of the early gold seekers died of thirst,

little dreaming that within their reach was the

living Cactus spring of the purest crystal wa-
ter. The coloring, however, is nature's OAvn, it

cannot be described. The mountains Avith tur-

rets and terraces of brilliantly tinted strata,

red and yelloAv, maroon and purple, pink and
its neutral tints of gra}' are like "the glory of

imprisoned sunsets that never lose their beauty
nor their light."

Frank, gazing into the great beyond, Avas

brought to earth again by seeing Bobby move
forAA'ard quickly Avitli outstretched hands and
hearing him say:

"Senora, hoAv delighted 1 am to see you and
Senorita." After a fcAV moments Frank Avas

brought to the upper end of the car and to his

great delight introduced to the charming lady,

Senora de Vargas, and her granddaughter

—

Lucia. Bobby, in a ferment of excited jo,y,

told Frank hoAv kind the Senora Avas Avhen he
had mountain fever, hoAv she sent her sedan
and had him brought to "San Jose," the haci-

endas of her son-in-hiAv, and there she nursed
him herself for five long Aveeks as tenderly as
a mother.

"Yes, ('hico," replied Senora de Vargas, "I
often live over those days, because I thought I

Avas nursing my oAvn little Chico
Chieo," she added parenthetically, "
little grandson Avho is no more."

r>obby and Lucia began talking. Frank seat-
ed himself near the Senora. In a fcAv moments
1«> Avas speaking to her as freely as he Avould
liave done to Mrs. Desmond, and his heart
seemed to go out to her in the same Avay.

"I Avas remarking to my granddaughter the
other morning that you had the coloring of my
daughter—Ninon's mother. She had the
strange olive tints and blends of color that Ave

see in the Madonna of Bodenhausen. The com-
bination is so unusual that I have ncA'cr seen it

in anyone else Avith the exception of you and
my daughter. Have you ever seen the Madonna
Avhich 1 loA^ef The one in Avhich the divine
Mother stands on a cloud bardc Avith her Avealth
of hair unbound, the child held Avistfully
clasped in her arms, and on the summit of a

agam

—

Avas my

hill near her a tall cross AA^hose shadoAV falls

on Mother and Child. I saw the original in

Paris many years ago. The coloring of the

Mother's face and eyes bafi'le all description and
the hopeful sadness of the expression haunts
the soul. I had a cop3' of the original made,
and Avhen God saAv fit to send me the little one
for AA'hom I prayed so long, I used to kneel
before the beautiful Mother and pray that my
child Avould have the Avonderful eyes, the rose
tinted olive skin and features of her own bless-

ed face. Was it presumptuous, do yon think,
should 1 have looked deeper and have seen the
shadoAV of the cross?" Senora de Vargas
looked straight into Frank 's eyes. .

"No, I don't think it AA'as presumptuous, ; I

think our Lady Avould see the love and nothing
else," rejoined Frank.

"My })rayer Avas heard, Inez had all our
Lady's beauty, but she Avas marked by the
shadoAV of the cross. On her left arm—the
same that in the picture cushioned the Christ
Baby, Avas the cross, and my darling carried
that cross in her heart until her dying day.
When you come to "San Jose" the first object
that 1 shall sIioav you Avill be "my Madonna."
Frank Avas overjoyed to learn that "San

Jose" AA^as only an hour's auto ride from his
destination. The senora gave him the warmest
invitation to partake of Spanish hospitality

—

''the house is yours," she said in her delightful
Spanish Avay, "and you must make it yours as
long as A^ou are in these parts."

The porter's "first call for dinner" rudely
broke the conversation, and all prepared to go
to the dining car.

About midnight, as the limited Avas ap-
proaching Canon Diablo, the passengers, Avho
had nearly all retired, Avere aAvakened by a
fusillade of pistol shots. The train Avas slowing
up amidst prolonged shouts and another fierce
discharge of rifles. At the same time, like the
Avrath of an incensed heaven, a sudden driving
rain storm burst forth ; blinding flashes of lighte-

ning folloAved almost simultaneously by peals
of thunder augmented the terror. Voices tense
and excited Avere heard, every one in the car
Avas aroused. What Avas it? What is it? Are
we held up? Has the train been attacked

?

were the questions that fleAv from mouth to
mouth. Huddled in fear, the Avomen begged
the men not to return the fire but surrender
peacefully.

"it's black Jack Ketham's gang—they kill
as quick as look," someone said. Frank Thomp-
son, Bobby Kelly and three other male passeu-


